RUSSIAN ENGINEER

Ascending the stairway again someone who knows
us asks us to a " celebration/' or, as they liked to
put it, a " do." The door opens and the blare of a
portable gramophone greets us, intermingling with
the babble of many voices. There are at least ten
people in the room . . . mostly drunk . . . bottles
are strewn over the floor broadcast. We are intro-
duced to the folks we have not met before ... a
tall Indian student is pushed forward dragging a
young Russian girl after him who looks more dead
than alive. He gasps out " Theesh ish ma leetle
lamb, d'you like 'er ? Sheesh goo girlsh . . . yes
shir ! " and he collapses into the mass of humanity
behind, all in much the same state as himself.

We move along and our next visit brings us into
contact with a group of Americans. One of them
has a demoniacal expression, fresh from strikes and
other such conquests in America.

The conversation moves through various channels
and grisly incidents connected with himself as the
central figure. Someone asks him his mode of
defence. He stands up amidst the admiring eyes of
the group, a quick movement and a little stiletto
gleams evilly in the palm of his hand. He moves
a few feet from the closed door ... he is going to
demonstrate. Flick ! The knife sticks quivering in
the panel ... he chuckles quietly . . . walk for-
ward and pulls it out. And so we go on again.

Family life ? Gone, vanished like chaff before the
Red wind.
Their daily occupations are in most cases learning

164